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The Corner House
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Day

bachelor in London naturally drifts
sct of “diggings™” to another by
' gravitation. When a man s single
he finds it advantageous to move from
odging to another, “for by seo deoing
ipes that rapaciousness bred of fa-
Harity which is one of the most striking
fcs of the Cockney landlady. 1

ik from experience, for 1 myself had
given up possession of countless latch-keys,
and had run the whole gamut of lodging-
house delights, when I at last found myself
ipant of a very comfortable draw-
jeg-room floor at the lower end of Gower

LTSt

Ti1¢ i

Contented Icertainly was. In the ten years
during which I had digged It in London
i 1 had never been so satisfied, nor
ny of my previous landladies shown
h marked attention. I had two fel-
jow-lodgers whom 1 seldom saw during the
; few weeks, for they were journalists
engaged upon one & the dally newspapers
down in Fleet street, and therefore absent

| night, while my own duties as clerk at
the Holborn branch of the London and

rthwestern Bank—close to Gower street

dEINng:
had a
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compelled me to leave the house at nine

m., and not return until six. It was a

nd of a Box and Cox arrangement, for
while they occupied the sitting room dur-

the day, 1 had it all to myself during
the evening.
aclr names were Drane and Cayley, the
former aboul thirty or so, a smart, rather
dandified young man, while the latter was
nearly fifty, with a blotchy, unhealthy-
looking face, a palir of cold, steely eyves, his
ragged moustache and closely-cropped hair
prematurely gray. He had the air of a
rd liver; his breath generally bore trace
of over-night indiscretions, and his general
pearance had but little to recommend
him.
Yet they were merry fellows, both of
em, and I often regretted that I saw so
of them. Full of high spirits and
droll stories, they seemed to lead a merry,
careless life among thelr brethren of the
P'ress Club, and often talked much journal-
ictic argot about “flimsies” and “scoops,”
terms utterly untelligible to me. Drane's
epecialty was the working up of mysterious
crimes, and hence he was on friendly terms
with quite a host of detectives and police
officials of various grades, while Cayley
was engaged in reporting the speeches in
the gallery of the House of Commons.

Sometimes on Sundays one or other of
their friends would look in, when much
whisky would be consumed, and the air of
our sitting room became so thick that one
could see across it only with difficulty. Two
of these friends, men named Lawrence and
Vickers, lived a short distance away at the
large corner house, one side of which faced
into Holborn and was painted pale green—
a house easily recognizable by any curious
reader, They were particularly good com-
rany, and we spent srome exceedingly pleas-
ant evenings together.

I had lived at Mr=. Mackenzle's for about
six months, and had become extremely in-
timate with my two fellow-lodgers, when
one day a very curious fact presented it-
golf. T rose at half-past 4 one morning in
order to go to King's Cross and meet a
friend who was arriving from Scotiand,
but as I approached the front door to let
myself out the door was opened with a
latch key. My fellow-lodgers generally re-
turned from Fleet street about 4 I knew,
but as I stood back in the deep shadow the
appearance of the pair struck me speech-
lezs in amazement. They were Drane and
t‘ayley, but both wore the uniform of po-
licemen. Was it possible that these two
men were not journalists at all, but only
policemen? I laughed, congratulating my-
self that I bhad discovered their true posi-
tion, for ltitle did they suspect that I stood
back in the wide, old-fashioned hall watch-
ing them ascending the stairs in the gray
half NHght.

“"Excellent!” T heard Cayley say In a low
whisper. “We must see old Isaacs in the
morning."

“Better not,” responded the other. “The
tip is to lie very low for a week, or even a
month, if necessary.”

“Bah! you're funky.,” Cayvley laughed.
“Why, dear fellow, what is there to
fear?™

“It would be a bit ugly if the truth came
oul,” Drane said apprehensively.
“But it never will, depend upon it—that

if you keep your mouth shut tight.”
Then they ascended the second flight of
gtairs leading to their rooms, and I could
distinguish nothing more.

I met them both several times during the
days which followed, but always hesitated
to drop any hint that I had discovered the
sceret that they were actually police con-
#tables, It amused me to think how clev-
erly the pair had disguised their real pro-
fession, and I wondered whether Mrs.
Mackenzie really knew the calling of her
merry lodgers.

The words I had overheard. however,
puzzled me considerably. The apprehen-
sive attitude of Drane was mysterious, to
the least, and it certainly seemed as
he feared some fact becoming
I entered the bedrooms of both
men during their absence, but saw nothing
f any portion of their uniforms save a pair
ol white cotton gloves which were lying
vpon Cayley's dressing table. That there
was some curious mystery underlying all
I felt absolutely certain, and my be-
lief was strengthened by the fact that their
nacturnal visits to their offices in Fleet
street suddenly ceased, and they appeared
to remain at home always.

One night, when they had both gone to
bed leaving me writing some letters, I
chanced to glance down at the blotting pad
and saw scribbled upon it two lines of nu-
merals. By the arrangement of the figures
and letters no second glance was required
‘o reveal to my accustomed eves that they
rere the numbers of two bank notes.
was nothing extraordinary in the
‘act that any one should make a note of
the numbers; nevertheless, curiosity
prompted me to copy them upon my shirt-
cuff. To men of my calling the taking of
rumbers is almost an involuntary action.
Cayley had been writing upon the p1
earlier in the evening, and as the ink wa
Fcarcely dry this marginal note had evi-
dently been made by him.

The discovery that these men were not
what they represented themselves to be
was disquieting, and perhaps on that ae-
count T entertained a vague suspicion.

Next day I went round to the bank, as
usual-a short walk of about a couple of
minutes—and during the morning had oe-
casion to refer to the book wherein were
registered the numbers of notes stolen and
not negotiable. The numbers were clear
upon my shirt-euf as I wrote, and some-
thing prompted me to search for that ar-
rangement of numerals in the book.

Judge my abject surprise when I found
an entry giving of the numbers &
Others as that of a £10 note that had
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formidable one, for, according to the brief
detalls furnished by the police and recorded
there, it appeared that about a couple of
months before a wealthy Australian ar-
rived in London from Melbourne, and on
the afternoon of landing took a cad to
Coutts’s, in the Strand. and just before the
closing of the bank drew £6.00 in notes
and gold in order to make a payment in
the city. He arrived at an office in Wal-
brook only to find the prinecipal absent.
He, however, made an appointment for the
following morning, and then drove AWAY,
but had never been seen nor heard of since.
One note of £19 had been nresented and
cashed by a bank in Whitby, while a sec-
ond had been presented in Salisbury, but
the number being noted payment was re-
fused. The man who presented it managed
to get clear off, thus plainly showing that
he was one of the accomplices.

The police theory was that the unfortu-
nate Australlan, a man named Massey, had
been robbed, murdered and his body se-
cretly disposed of as the remains of s=o
many are dome away with in the great
metropolis. There i= an old saying at Scot-
land Yard that any man's life can be tak-
en for a sovereign in London.

I read the facts eageriy, then noting the
date, turned up a file of the Times which
gave some few additional details. A de-
scription was given of the missing gen-
tleman, who appeared to be a man of con-
sidemable influence and position in Mel-
bourne, and a reward of a thousand pounds
was offered by a firm of solicitors for any
information which might lead to his dis-
COVery.

I went carefully over the facts of the
riysterions appearance several times., and
then copied for my own information the
numbers of all the missing notes. They
were all small ones, tens, twenties, fifties
and hundreds, and therefore the more easy
to negotiate. Stolen notes are usually put
into cireulation on the continent. for in
Amsterdam and Paris there sare receivers
who will buy all sorts of notes knowing
them to be the proceceds of robberies. In
my own mind T had no doubt that the bulk
of Mr. Massey's money had alreadyv
negotiated across the chanel,
lé"!?lf}l'l of that note was an Pl!lgﬂ‘!ﬂ.

I remembered that mysterious conversa-
tion T had overheard when they had re-
turned to the house in their police uni-
forms, and on careful calenlation added
another suspicion to the already formida-
ble array. for 1 found that the morning
when T had gone forth early to King's
Cross was just at the period when Mr.
Massey =0 unaccountably disappeared

One Saturday evening. about a fortnight
afterwards, Lawrence, foppichly dressed,
came in and invited all three of us aleng
to the corner house for a smoke, Vickers,
he explained., had caught a bad ecold and
feared to come out., therefore he asked
us all to go over and keep him company.
My two companiens were nothing loath,
and T confess to being easlly parsuaded
to join the party, for T had long wished
to see what in kind of "diggings'" these
two men lived. '

A girl of the usual lodging-house type
opened the door, and having passed into
the hall, gulded by Lawrence, we ascended
the stairs to a room on the third floor. 1T
am slightly short-sighted, but as common
with people who have defective vision T am

heen
Cayley’s pos-

possessed of a remarkably quilck ear.
Therefore as we passed into the ill-lit
hall, T detected by the sound that the
house was scantlly furnished. This =ur-
pricsed me, for its exterior denoted neat-
ness and considerable prosperity. Before

the clean, well-curtained windows of the
ground-floor were boxes of scarlet gera-
niums, the steps were always scrupulously
white with fresh hearthstone, and the brass
handle and knocker well polished., Once
inside, however, T noticed, even In that
bad light, that the place was dirty and neg-
lected, the stair-carpet was in holes and
the small upstairs sitting room was bare-
ly furnished.

Vickers., who was sitting there with a
dirty white muffler wrapped around his
throat, rose and greeted us heartily, whis-
ky and =odas were at once produced, cigars
lit. and very =soon we became quite merry.
After about an hour some one proposed a
game at nap at a halfpenny a point. 1
joined, and with the whole five of us play-
ing. the fun soon grew fast and furious.

Why had my two companions so sudden-
ly left the police—if they were really po-
licemen? That puzzled me always. They
might, however, be detectives, and the
number of that note had perhaps been
made by Cayley in the ordinary course.
Yet they possessed nothing in common
with police officers. Their air was far too
irrespongible, too devil-may-care.

While we were playving I saw Vickers ex-
change a strange significant look with Cay-
ley. who, In order to hide the smile that
played about his lips, twisted his grey
mustache and thoughtfully regarded his
cards, I had announced my intention of
making three—a difficult feat when five
are playing—and consequently my attention
was centeraed upon the game.  Just as it
became my turn to commence the second
round 1 heard a strange noise in the ad-
Joining room as of a man groaning.

“What's that?" I asked, starting and
glancing from one to the other.

“Nothing, old fellow,” Lawrence an-
swered. ““They say this place is haunted,
but it's only the wind in the chimney.”

“Haunted?” T echoed, at once Interested.
“Has it that reputation?'

“Certainly. The place was to let for
nearly ten years., because the various oe-
cupants heard all kinds of weird noises,
Just as you've heard a moment ago. We
however, took it, and after a lot of inves-
tigation discovered the real cause. It's
quite =imple.”

“What is it?""

‘“Why, after being puzzled for months,
we one day discovered that over the chim-
ney in the next room is an old-fashioned
ventilator, which when set revolving by
the wind creates an awful creaking that
sounds exactly like a man groaning.”

“There it is again! Surely that's not a
ventilator?” I eried.

“It's nothing else,” he answered. “But
it's frightened a goo many tenants during
the past fifty years, The owners are glad
enough to let us the house cheaply because
nobody else will take it. We haven't, of |
course, revealed to them the simple expla-
nation of the Gower Street Ghost.”

““But if it Is really a creaking ventilator,
why don't you oil it?"

He glanced across at Lawrence, and I
saw his brows contracted slightly.

“Because——"" and he hesitated. *“Be-
cause it isn't the ventilator {tself that
creaks., The fixings In the brickwork of the
chimney are loose, and they, of ecourse,

The noise was certainly
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ing bachelors were the only occupants of
that large house with its prosperous-look-
ing exterior,

I finished the hand and won. Agaln the
cards were dealt, and again I sorted my
hand with an inward feeling of satisfac-
tion, for it was an uncommonly good one.

At that moment, however, a sudden and
excruciating pain shot up my right arm,
causing me to drop the ecards upon the
table,

“Hulioa, Freeman!" eried Vickers. “Why,
what's the matter, old chap?”’

“Matter!” I echoed in agony. “Why,
there's something wrong with my hand and
arm, The pain is frightful.”

All four looked at me in surprise, while
Lawrence exchanged a significant glance
with Cayley.

“What's wrong with your arm—rheuma-
tism?” the latter inquired.

“YI don’t know.” T answered in alarm.
“I've never before experienced such a
girange sensation. The pain s so acute
that it seems to affect my head.”

“Rubbish, old chap! Have a drink!"
urged Vickers, passing the whisky bottle.

But in those few moments of my seizure
—which. to me, seemed a kind of paralysis
-my whole body had become affected. My
brain seemed in a whirl, my limbs seemed
stiffening—I had a strange sinking feeling
as though 1 were dying.

That thought flashed through my mind,
and T tried to bestir myself. With a des-
perate struggle 1 rose while my compan-
fons remained seated at the table, but,
staggering, 1 Jlost my balance and fell
heavily to the floor.

Curiously enough T did not entirely lose
consciousness. T know that my limbs were
rigid, that my body was chilly, that my
keart, becoming paralvzed, has ceased its
beating, and that my eyves were closed. But
even in the blackness of death that had so
suddenly fallen upon me soundsg reached
me dulled and uncertain, as though my
cars were filled with cotton wool.

“Good!” T heard a man’s voice exclaim in
satisfaction. Tt sounded like Cavlev's, but
of that T could not be certain. ““He knew
too much, but he won't trouble us any
more, that's certain,”” continued the voice.

Those words froze my heart. T had, in
my eager amateur attempt pr&abe the
mystery surrommding these queer friends
of mine, showed my hand, and allowed my-
hecome their victim. They had
murdered me, .

PBut how had that effect been prodiuced?
T had neither smoked nor drunk anvthing
there, 1t was impossible that they ecould
have drugged me.

1 felt eager fingers searching my pockets,
and suddenly heard a wvoiece exclaim:

“Ah, we were not mistaken! Here it is!”
What it they had found, T won-
dered. T tried to reflect, but could think
of nothing likely to bhe of value to them.
Mine was a perilous position, rigid, speech-
less and helpless in the hands of these
four men, who were evidently a most des-
perate gang.

“Have vou examined him well?' inquired
another voice, which thig time I recognized
as Cavlev's,

All that his pockets contained is
on the table.,”” was the response,

“Better destrov the lot,”" suggested Vick-
ers., “They might remain as awkward evi-
dence. Put the whole lot into the fire.”

“And his clothes?" asked a volce.

“We can burn them later,” answered
Cayleyv. “Let's do the packing first.”

It was evident that these men belleved
me to be dead. My only chance, there-
fore, layv in remaining quite inanimate.

About me T heard strange whisperings,
and those cries of human agony which had
sounded now recurred to me. Suddenly I
felt hands about me, and T think T must
have been lifted up and carried someflittle
distance. Unfortunately, however, my con-
sclousness seemed to be gradually leaving
me. The voices that T had heard so dis-
tinctly hecame curiously distorted, and my
brath, for the first few moments quite
clear., now grew clouded and Incapable of
any distinet thought.

The agony I was suffering was excruciat-
ing. My limbs were cramped and twisted,
the muscles were apparently overstrained
until they supported a tension terrible, and
my heart, having ceased its pulsations,
was sllent.

I remember distinetly that a sense of my
true position became impressed upon me,

T could not move a single muscle in my
whole body. The awful truth was appar-
ent. Although T still retained some faint
consciousness, just in the manner that an
eel moves after death. T was nevertheless
actually dead. I had been murdered by
these wunscrupulous malefactors without
any apparent motive, save that I had. quite
by aeccident, digscovered those mystical nu-
merals upon their blotting paper.

T was trying to reflect, striving to retain
my coolness, when of a sudden T felt the
mental strain too great. My brain gave
way, and its power slowly dled out. The
last lingering =park of life became extin-
guished; the void of death fell upon me,

What time elapsed T had no fdea. ANl T
know is that during the period which fol-
lowed. some curious events must have oc-
curred.

As T slowly struggled back to a knowl-
edge of things about me, T became con-
scious of being cold. eramped and confined.
My arms were pinioned at my side, my
head uncomfortable, my legs bent and my
whole body chilly be reason of insufficient
clothing. My eyes. as I opened them, fell
upon the low sloping ceiling of an attie,
and T saw by the grey light that dawn was
spreading. 1 listened attentively, but no
sound broke the quiet, save the faint jin-
gle of a cab-bell in the street far below.
Suddenly I managed to turn my head aside,
and then a fact became plain, a fact so
hideous that I =started up with a shriek
of horror.

My outer garments had been removed,
and my body was packed tightly in a cir-
cular tin which I at once recognized as one
of those big round cans used for the con-
veyvance of milk by rail. With great diffi-
culty T managed to struggle out of my
cramped position, to free my arms and ex-
tricate myself from that narrow prison.
upsetting it upon the floor, and as I did
g0 I saw a second can close by. The lid
was closed. With trembiing hands I forced
it open, and what I saw caused me to draw
back aghast in horror. Within was the
bedy of a red-haired man of middle age
and slightly bald. The head had been
forced down, so that I could not see the
features. ,

1 staggered back petrified by fear, and,
<sushing to the door, fled in speechless
terror from that death chamber.

Down stairs T dashed headiong. but at
the foot of the first flight was a door se-
curely locked. My egress from the place
was thus cut off, therefore, after vainly
trying to force the door, I searched eager-
Iy for other means of escape.

My costume was an airy one, for the
murderers had divested me of greater part
of* my clothing preparatory to placing me
in the milk-tin. but having reascended the
stairs I entered an attic adjoining that in
which the corpse reposed, and there found
a pair of old flannel trousers and a frayed
jacket, which 1T at once assumed. Not
without considerable trepidation I re-en-
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into the deserted
was, T saw, by the window.
Therefore 1 went out upon the landing,
and soon found the trap door which led
to the roof. Curiously enough it was open,
and without much difficulty 1 erept through
it and out upon the smoke-blackened
leads. Glancing around, I saw that the
roofs of the neighboring houses were flat,
and therefore I started to walk along the
tops of the shops in Holborn, making my
way in and out among the myriad chim-
nevs which rose thick as forest trees.

There was a long low parapel running
the whole length of the block of buildings,
and I was walking in the gutter behind
it when suddenly my attention was at-
tracted by sight of a horse and cart drawn
up at the curb below. It was a milk cart
of the ordinary kind, and close by it
standing in conversation with the driver,
was a policeman iu his shiny cape.

My first impulse was to shout down to
the officer and tell him of the dastardly at-
tempt made upon my life, but as I stood
peering over the parapet 1 suddenly dis-
cerned that both the cart and the officer
were standing a couple of doors off the
bank where I was employed. 1T looked
round, and tg my surprise saw that within
twem)' vards of where I stood a small
wooden trap door was open.

That door was in the roof of the bank.

Instantly my suspicions were aroused,
Moving ecarefully T glanced down again,
and then knew by the c¢urious hitching
movement of the shoulders that the police-
man was none other than Drane.

The gang were perhaps at that moment
engaged in robbing the bank, and the cart
was, in all probability, waiting to carry oftf
the specie. This alarming truth flashed
upon me, and I stood in breathless hesita-
tion, wondering what I should do. If
alarmed they would undoubtedly shoot me
or fling me over into the roadway and after-
wards escape. Yet I did not intend that
those four murderers should get away scot
free. Their plans, whatever they had been,
had been carried out with marvelous fore-
thought, for it was now quite evident that
they had taken the cérner house with the
delibernte intenticn of making an attack
upon the safes containing our coein.

Drane, little suspecting that I stood there
watching, was chatting calm!y to the milk-
man. who, in that half light, I recognized
as Lawrence, while Vickers and Cayley
were undoubtedly busy in the vault below
the street, wherein I knew was stored, in
addition to the previous day’s deposits,
nearly £30.000 In sovereigns, for I had as-
sisted to place some of the coin there when,
en the previous afternoon, it had been re-
ceived from the Bank of England.

Excited at this discovery and puzzled how
to capture the four red-handed, I suddenly
noticed that on the roof of the adjoining
house some painters had been at work, and
had left their tools there, among them be-
ing a stout iron bar used in the suspending
of the “cradle” in which they worked. This
I seized, and, closing down the trap door
noigelessly, managed to place each end of
the bar behind some brickwork and thus
securely fasten it down. 1 tried to pull it
open, but it resisted every effort.

Then I chuckled to myself, knowing that
at least I had prevented their escape by
the way In which they had obtained en-

trance.
My next move was to descend into the

street and invoke the aid of the police.
But haow? After some reflection the course
I was compelled to adopt was to go from
trap-door to trap-door of the houses in
Gower street until at last I found a loose
one, and then, like a burglar, I lowered
myself and crept noiselessly down the
stalrs, letting myself out by the front door.
Those were, indeed, exciting moments, for
I had never playved the amateur burglar
before, and knew not that at any moment
someone might face me with a revolver.
Again, It seemed quite possible that the
thieves might make off with their booty
before I could reach them, for fully a
quarter of an hour had elapsed since I
had first made the discovery.

Therefore breathless in anxiety I dashed
along the street making no noise—for I
had made my exit from the milk-tin with
bare feet—turned in front of the myster-
fous corner house and looked along Hol-
born.

Next second my heart sank within me.
Both policeman and cart had disappeared.

I ran along to the door of the bank, but
found it closed and firmly secured.

The thieves had evidently made their
coup successfully, and had got clear away.
1 stood there rooted to the spot.

If they had endeavored to return to the
corner house by the roof they no doubt
had discovered the trap door barred, and
this would resuit in their flight by the
front door Into Holborn. Again, If they re-
turned to their abode they would discover
that I, their victim, had disappeared. The

street
impos=sible

below. Escape |

I drew back in hesitation 'into the
shadow of a shop doorway, and as I stood
there the welcome sound of a heavy meas-
ured tread fell upon my ear. Then as 1

peered forth, I saw a genuine constable
approaching, trying the doors of each
shop.

In order to avold attracting attention if
either of the men were at the windows of
the bank or upon the roof, I waited : 1til
he came to examine the door wherat I
stood.

He started at finding me secreted there,
but in a few quick words I explained that
there were thieves in the bank opposite
and urged him to go and obtain assistance.
What I told him placed him on his mettle
in an instant, and bidding me remain there
he strolled off glowly in order to arouse no
suspicion of those who might be watching.

The minutes seemed hours. Of a sudden,
hewever, 1 heard the rattle of wheels, and,
to my surprise, saw the milk cart draw up
again, this time before the door of the
corner house. Lawrence, after looking
round to sce that he was unobserved, as-
cended the steps and slipped in by aid of
his latch-key. Why had he entered, I won-
dered? So cleverly had the robbery been
planned that he had driven his cart away
in order to allow the genuine policeman on
the beat to pass before again approaching.

From where 1 stood I could see both the
corner house and the door of the bank, but
although 1 watched intently not a soul
stirred. At length, however, my friend, the
constable, and three of his companions
turned a corner suddenly, and almost be-
fore 1 was aware of it halted before the
big door of the bank.

I dashed across and led the officer I had
first spoken with and one of his compan-
jons to the corner house, where the milk
cart was still standing. The man Lawrence
had left the door ajar, and we all three
crept into the hall, while at the same mo-
ment the other two policemen rang vio-
lently at the door bell of the bank in an en-
deavor to arouse Wilson, the porter.

Leaving one constable to guard the door

we rushed upstairs, searching all the
rooms until we gained the attic wherein I
had found myself. The corpse of the red-
headed man was still there, packed in the
milk can, addressed to a farm in Glou-
cestershire, and ready to be taken down-
stairs and loaded on to the cart. Beside it
lay the big empty can from which I had ex-
tricated myself. The constables were
aghast when they made the gruesome dis-
covery, but I led them to the open trap-
door, and it then became plain that Law-
rence, finding I had escaped, had also de-
camped and got away over the roofs.
He had, in all probability, alarmed the
others, and while I had been below waiting
the arrival of the police the whoile four had
slipped away over the roofs. We both ran
along the leads until we reached the roof
of the bank, when I saw, to my satisfac-
tion, that the iron bar still remained in
the position I had placed it. Below, the
two officers were thundering at the heavy
door with its shining brass plates, but
could obtain no response.

“If they're inside they'll certainly try
and get away through here,” I said.

With this the constable agreed and draw-
ing away the bar opened the door and was
abbut to lower himself through it when
suddenly Cayley's grey head appeared
through the opening.

There was a wild oath, and the sudden
flash of a revolver fired right into the con-
stable’s face, but the officer, quick as
thought drew his own weapon and sent
a bullet through the thief's shouilder. At
the same instant I sprang upon my fel-
low lodger and succeeded after a desperate
struggle in wresting the revolver from him,
while the policeman whipped out a pair
of handcuffs and together we made him
prisoner. These moments were full of ex-
citement, for down in Holborn police
whistles were sounding, and almost before
we had succeeded in handcuffing the scoun-
drel three other constables and a sergeant
had come up to our assistance.

Vickers was eventually caught In the
bank, hiding in a cupboard beneath the
stairs and captured after a desperate strug-
gle, while on going below to the vaults
we found that the safe had been opened
with the manager's keys and great quans
tities of gold had been packed ready for
removal., Three large bagfuls of coln
were indeed found on the top floor close
to the trap door, and one was discovered
in the attic of the corner house, showing
that the transfer of the proceeds of the
robbery was actually in progress when I
had so providentially regained conscious-

Cayley, who seemed possessed of demon
a desperate effort to

oned In the house with a view to obtain-
ing a further sum of money in exchange
for his liberty, but whe, according to Cay-
ley, had died a natural death on the night
when the dastardly attempt had been made
upon me. The two men, who were recog-
nized as members of a most daring and
desperate gang, had known me intimately,
of course, and were well aware that, hav-
ing frequent occlisions to go to the bank
manager's residence round In Russell
square, I had been given a latch key so
that 1 could enter without disturbing the
servants. They had, therefore, conceived
the idea of making away with me because
1 had &¥scovered the secret of the stolen
notes, obtaining possession of this key,
entering the manager’'s house and stealing
the keyvs of the strong room and safe=. All
this they accomplished without a hitch.
Analysis of the cards with which we had
playved In that barely-furnished sitting
room established the fact that the hand
finally dealt to me were cards prepared
with a very strong and subtie poi=on,
entering the flesh by a pin scratch which
chanced to be upon the index finger of my
right hand, had produced paralysis, sud-
den collapse, and a state so closely re-
ﬁ-—:ﬁf\ling death that they themselves had
been deceived.

Two of the greatest toxicologists de-
clared in their evidence that the manner
in which those cards had been prepared
showed the gang to be past masters in
the art of secret assassination, and with-
out doubt many unfortunate persons had
been entrapped and fallen victims in that
corner house. Believing me to be dead,
they had packed me in the milk can, and
no doubt it was intended to consign both
my own body and that' of che poor Aus-
tralian to the address of some accomplice
in Gloucestershire by whom other bodles
had undoubtedly been buried secretly at
some remote spot.

The elaborate forethought and ingenuity
with which the whole thing had been
planned was little short of marvelous, and
it was only the unfortunate failure of the
medical evidence to establish the fact that
Mr, Massey's death had been accomplished
by foul means that prevented a verdict of
“willful murder” against them both.
Drane, the bogus policeman, was arrested
in police uniform a month later while
watching outside a house at Barnes where
Lawrence was in the act of committing
burglary, and all four were sentenced at
the same sessions of the Central Criminal
Court to penal servitude for life.

As for myself, a substantial reward was
voted to me by the bank directors and I
received rapid promotion, but now each
day as ]I pass along Holborn on my way
to business vivid memories always come
back to me of my startling night's adven-
ture and my narrow escape from a horrible
death in that green painted corner house.

Ans Her Grandmother Did.
She can a:k you in Greek Iif her hat Iz on
s

tra t.
And order the ices in Hindostanee;
Ehe {8 learned In horses, at golf she is great,
This mald of the twentieth century!
She knows all the tactics of Briton and Boer,
of s campdign is there nought from her

But ir ever a spider crawls over the floor
Shedm!'ll jump on a chair—as her grandmother

She reads the quotations In copper and coal,
And can talk to you glibly of discounts and

pars;
She has theories as to an elerhant's soul,
And what they are probably doing in Mars.
To masculine greatness she does not defer,
Anc}.;‘;ould question the claims of a Bayard or

But if ever the right man comes wooing for her
She will blush and say yes-as her grand-
mother did!

~Blanche Trennar Heath, in Brookiyn Life.

Love.
“Love came at dawn when all the world was

Ty,

When crimson glorlies, bloom and song wers
rife;

Love Meam? at dawn when hope's wf‘p fanned
the air,

And murmured, ‘I am life.”

“"Love came at even when the day was done,
When heart and brain were tired and slumber

Love came at eve, shut out the sinking sun,
And whispered, ‘I am rest.” ™’

—William Wilfred Campbell.
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‘The wisest wisdom isthe
wisdom of health, Moth-
er’s Friend is a wise lai-
ment. It was made after
many experi-
ments by an emi-
nent phydchn
who felt that

should

be done to allevi-

‘s su
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position was far more difficult and excit-
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~ Catarrh is
Not Incurable

But it ean not be cured by sprays,
washes and inhaling mixtures which

reach only the surface. The diseass is
in the blood, and can only be reached
through the blood. 8. 8. 8. is the only
remedy which can have any effect upon
: it cures the disease perms~
nently and forever rids the system of
every trace of the vile complaint.

Owen, of Montpelier, Ohlo, writes:
"l‘v.::m:w .a.n. with o.-m“ and
no one cap e r:'b.w

th
stantly for ten years. the
disease had a firmer hold
than ever. I triedanum-
ber of blood
but their min¥ral in-

c BT,

treatment, was declared incurable.
8. 8. advertised as a cure for blood
decided to try it. Assoon a8 my
under t.lletl c:';:t of the ’1':?0??:3 -
takin mon wal
g:o::«'i' ::m el:ly. the dresdfal disease

eradicated my system, and [ have had no
return of §t."

Many have been taking local treat-

ment for years, and find themselves -
worse now than ever. A trial of

S.5.5".Blood

will prove it to be the right remedy for
Catarrh. It will cure the most obsti-
nate case.

Books mailed free to any address by
Swift Specific Co., Atlanta, Ga.

KNOX'S cevowneo HATS

in Trimmed and Walking
Hats. Call and see them.

- Stephens $3 Hats

Best on Earth for the Money.

A. B. STEPHENS, reancyivania st
" Fashionable Colors

Our range of colors Is extensive and
up to date. We can satisfy the most eriti=
cal. PURITY, DURABILITY and BIAU'!‘!.
are our watchword. . 5

Indianapolis Paint and Color Co.

240-248 Massachusetts Avenmue.

EDUCATIONAL.

Bk onsE |

Phoses 1234. Monemeat P
Socond largest school 1n the United Stas




